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(They sing.}

The Piper pipes in the centre, hidden

from sight.

And we become frantic, we dance.
The March wind, seized with frenzy,
Runs and reels, and sways with noisy

branches.
The sun and stars are drawn in the

whirl of rapture.

Now, Ferryman, give us news of
the Old Man.

You ply your boat from one landing
stage to another. Surely you know

where------

Ferryman

My business is limited only to the
path. But whose path it is, and what
it means, I have no occasion to en-
quire. For my goal is the landing-
stage, not the house.

Very well. Let us go, let us try all
the ways.